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- First group of American soldiers to arrive at Aix-les-Bains, French rest city, for a week's leave, all readers of The Stars and Stripes.

pers, at lesst, were correet. That is
some improvement. : A
* The more one sees and hears of the

Amarican troops over here the more one
is ipelined to believe that the United

"._ States would surely be up agaiost it if

Ireland were to make a separate peace.
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. Ameriea’s war objecis are perflectly
elear. She is solidly united to Britain

" “in opposition to the Continental poliey

in Europe and in Asia.—Jhe Vossische
Zeitung.

If by “Continental poliey™ vou mean
the policy of slangltering babies by
wholesale in Europe and in Asia, then,
Herr Editor, vou are absolutely right.
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If the standardized suit becomes a
burden to civilians, we can assure
them that il they are seeking variety
they will find plenty of it in the army’s
stocks.

“It's our eowboys and your Eaat
Enders who are the real pals. You'll
see a Coelney with bis arm arennd n
man from Michigan or Tennessee"—
Irving Cobb, as reported by a British
Journalis?.

Irv was probably referring to our
cowboys from Battle Creck. Up there

+ they ride vibrating horses. Or did he

-

mean our Memphis steamboat busters?

4 & ® * and she comes to see him
in the ecamp and finds him a proud
American with a big chest, a sergeant
saluting and saluted.” — Mr. Cobl
again.

We love our sergeants, Mr. Cobb;
oh, yes, we do! But we save up our
salutes for commissioned officers.
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The way the marines kick about hav-
ing to wear the army uniform you'd
think that the umiform consisted of
boiled shirt, white vest and clawham-
mer coal. %
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Broadway, the papers tell us, is now
dark after 11 o'clock at night, and
thinks it a hardship. Shucks! We
could mention some French cities that
until recently were dark after 4 o'clock
in the afternoon.
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It may be set down us a plain, un-
varnished, Teutonie lie that fuel has
become 80 searce in the States that
minstrel shows will soon be sbulished
by Federal order because of u lack ol
burnt eork.

“Keep the Home Fires Burming™ 13
very pretty, and all that, but “keep the
billet fires aglow™ is a lot more prae-

tical.
L] L ] L ]

‘What puzzles us 1s how (ireat Britain
on a diet of that war beer can continue
to produce tunks that terrorize the Ger-

mans.
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th the first and second numbers of
the Stars and Siripes devote a eolumn or
more to the authenticated wseeounis of
German atrocities eommitted early wn the

war during the retreat through Lorraine
and around Cambrai, as the English dis-
covered when they advaneed last fall. The
secounts are full. Comparatively httle iy-
left to the American soldier's imagima-
tion, but his semse of justice is satisfied
by giving him the tale of the evidence.

If the ides was to charge him with
energy against the day of lis going over
the top the stories must have served their
purpose. A eciviian who reads them finds
only two courses open to him. One is to
forget what he read, if he can, and real
no more. The other is to take such pre-
liminary steps as praectice in driving §f-
teen inches of steel with the hay fork Lift
through potbellied bundles of withes.

The poets are in great form. Really,
&8s oecasiona| war verse gues—and it goes
to weary lengths, heaven knows—no-
body writes it much better than the bards
in 0. D. and tin belmets, who scribble
their lays on the backs of envelopés where
and when they can. The Stars and
Stripes, of eourse, gets the pick of those
in Franee, and encourages them edito-
rially to do their—ah—their most Mil-
toie. .

Private Hudson Hawley of the editorial
stafl takes a hand now and then and signs
his output. Tre Soy takes a parental
pride in Private Hudson Hawley, who
was writing assigned prose for it not
many months ago as a reporfer. Here is
one of his lyries:

Standin’ up bere on the fire step,
Lookin ' abead in the mist,

With a tin hat over vour ivory ~
Anmd a rifle clotehed in your fist]
Waitin* and watehin’, and wond 'rin’
If the Hun's romin’ over to niEhx-—-
Say, aren’t the things you think of
Enough te give you au fright?

Things you ain't even thought of
For a couple o' months or more;
Things that “ull sel you laughin’,
Things that "ull make you sore;
Things that you saw in the movies,
Things that you saw on the street,
Things that you're really proud of,
Things that ure—not so sweet.

Faces of pals in Homeburg,

Voices of women folk,

Verses you learnt in school days

Pop up in the mi<t anl smoke,

As you stand there, grippin’ that rifls,
A-starin’, and chilled to the bone,
Wonilerin * and wonderin ' and wonderin ',
Just thinkin' there—all alone!

When will the war be over?

When will the gang break through?

What will the U. 8, Jook like?

What will there be to dof

Where will the Hoches be then?

Who will have married Nell?

When's that relief acomin® up?

Gosh! But this thinkin’s hell!

The elassical ballade form is popular
with. the bards, perhaps as a graceful
compliment to the land of their sojourn
and of Francois Villon. Heres the sad,
bad Ballade of the Belly Band:

Free advice T hate to hand

Out to any man alive;
Yet the stuff that T have scannad—
“* How to live and how to thrive,
And have comfort over biere —
Maki= me this one bit advance,
Even though men think you queer:
Woar @ beliv band in France!

Tis protection from the chills
Brought Ly ssow and misty air;
/

'Tis insurance ‘gaimst the ills

Cavsed by poor or meagre fare;
'Tis a gnarantes of sleep,

Sound, secure—so, "mesth your pants
-Have it always, to be sare:

Wear o belly band in France!

Weak of stomach? Play the game,
Else you aguny will taste!
Streng of slomach?!- All the-same,
Wind the worstod - ‘round. your waist ;
From an old campaigner swipe
Just this thought: To 'scape the dance
Caused by wracking, fearsome gripe,
Wear a belly band in France!

L'EXVO!
Red Croes knitters—may you get
* Al the favora Heaven grants!
For you taught me one sure bet:
Wear a belly band in France!

A serial feature is the “Doughboy’s Die-
tionary,” from which the following is an
extract :

Moss Kit—A collapsible contrivance de-
signed to couvey beans from the mess liuve
to the table.

Mems Tools— A eolleetion of implemefita
desiguesl to convey beans from the mess
kit to the buman {ace.

Buttous—The modern ecounterparts of
the sword of Damocles-—‘‘you bold them
but by a single hair."’

Mufficr—Something wished on you by
the dear ones at home which you would
like past anything to wish on to the
bugler ‘s mouth,

Mule—A hardy and thick skinned quad
riped which must be rosched with the
same ecsution and t tion with which
one approaches a dud bomb.

Bocks—Foot coverings composed of a
substance represcuted to the Government
or the RBed Cross as being wool, and pos
semsed of the same capaeity for contract-
ing holes as is a machine gus target at
fifty yards.

For comparison, the Stars and Stripes
prints parts of a similar dictionary from
its contemporary and comrade in arms,
Aussie, the Australian soldiers’ maga-
zine Aussie has a shade the better of
the comparison, perhaps. Here are two
or three of its definitions:

Archie—A person who aims high, and is
not discouraged by daily failures.

Beer—A much appreciated form of
nectur now replaced by a colored liquer
of & light yellow taste.

Civilian—A male person of tender or
great ape, or else of weak intelleet and
faint heart.

Communique—An amusing game played
by two or more people with paper and
pencil, in which the other side is always
losing and your own side is always winning.

Trenches—Long, narrow execavations in
earth or chalk, sometimes filled with mud
containing soldiers, bits of soldiers, ealv-
age and alleged shelters.

Here is positively the gem poem of the
first three issues. Its aulhor deserves the
laureaey, tie cask of wine, the bays and
everything else that is coming to lau-
reales with Pershing. His lyre shows a
somewhat Swinburnian trend in choice
and humdling of theme:

Tiik SUPKEME SACRIFICE,

(Corset makers ull over the United
States are forsaking that line of business
in order to devote their factories to the
turning out of gas masks for the army.—
News wlem [feom the Stales.)

Heaven bless the women! They are giving
up their corsets

So thut we, in snowy Irance, may ‘seape
the Teuton's ire;

Sacrificing form divise so factories may

more sels
Make of protectors and of shicldas

"gainst liquid fire!

Heaven bleas the women!

Giving up their whalebones so that,

They are losing

lines esch minute

8o that we may hold the line from Belfort

to the sea;

after
we get in it,
We may whale the daylights outer mem
* from Germanee!

Heaven bieas the women!
middy blouses :

As a sort of camouflage, the while we spite
the Hun; ‘

Donging Mother Hubbards, too, and keep-
ing to the houses

While we Yanks, gashelmeted, put Fritzie
on the run!

They arc-wearing

Heaven bless the women and their perfect
thirty-sixes!

Waists wo clasped a-waltzing they some
other way now drape,

Disregarding fashion wso that every Yank
may fix his

Dreathing tube at “*Gas—alert! '’ and thus
preserve hiv shape!

Heaven bleas the women!

T are doi
without dameing, Myt deing

Knuitting, packing, helping in a hundred

thousand ways;
Dut they help the most by this while the
o0 8 wvancia .
iiving us n L i
ut theie stayat s T T BUIRE vtk
Here are the seven column headlines
from the three specimen sports pages so
far received:

“ALLIES THE PAVORITES IN BETTING onps

ON BIG WORLD'S SERIES.”
“RUSSIA BENCHED: NO MORE WEAK
HITTERS.”

“HOOVER WORKS SQUEEZE PLAY ON TANKS.”

A letter of suggestions for boys back

liome, who expeet to come over presently,

is 50 good that it really ought to be given
in full. A few of the more pertinent sug-

pestions :

Dear FELLOW ScraPrEns : Some of
us have been over here a good eight
months and more. Most of us have
been over for at least half that time,
The rest of us have been over here
for varying amounts of time, and all
of us long enongh to be in a position
to hand yop a little friendly advice
about how to prepare for the trip,
what to expoet over here, and what
not to expect. Here, then, are a few
hunches from some old and scasoned
eampaigners:

Throw away wour “parley-voo”
books and forget all the French the
Y. M. bas been teaching you in your
cantonment huts this winter. You
won't need it.

Begin to take baths right now, If
you've got about six weeks before
sailing lime, <tart in to take one hath
every day and two on Sunday, and
manage to ring in four extra ones in
between times. That will equip vou
with a good fifty-two baths, giving
you an average of one a week for a
vear, which i3 the minimum pre-
seribed by regulations. Raths in
Frauce are as hard to find as cele-
brators of Yom Kippur in an A. 0.
H. convention; so bathe while the
bathing is good pnd handy.

The Stars and Stripes is, soberly and
literally, a wonder,
never grow lessl

May its circalation




